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Teucer Wye was evidently anxious that Jenny should follow
Thuella into the kitchen and break in on this undesirable
tSte-k-tete, but Mrs. Dearth appeared reluctant to undertake
this commission*
At last the little man made as if he were resolved to do it
himself, but Jenny, tugging him back by his coat, addressed
herself to Nancy.
"We don't want Ella to steal Uryen from us too long," she
said. "Dad says he heard him come just now. Did you hear him
come?"
It was easy for Dud to satisfy to the full at this moment his
new mania for dissecting women's souls; for with everyone—
Mr. Wye, Wizzie, and Jenny—staring so anxiously at Mrs.
Quirm it was natural he should do the same. He gathered
from the woman's expressive face that she had realized for
some minutes that her husband and Thuella were together out
there, but she had not the smallest intention of disturbing
them.
"What are you all whispering about over there ?" remarked
Claudius in a complacent and even luxurious voice. To "please
Mr. Wye" he had just accepted a particularly delicious ciga-
rette, and he was enjoying it with ineffable contentment, enjoy-
ing it as a hermit of the Thebaid might have enjoyed a taste of
"Flora and the country green, dance, and Proven?al song, and
sunburnt mirth."
"Go over and talk to Claudius, there's a good girll" said
Mrs. Dearth to Wizzie in reply to this amiable challenge.
Wizzie submissively obeyed; but Nancy Quirm was now on
her feet. "Let tts go," she said to Dud. "He hardly knows you.
You'll be a distraction. He can't be angry with you. Besides"—
and she forced a somewhat hollow chuckle—"nothing wakes a
man up more than our appearing with another man! Come on!
It's all right, Mr. Wye, you and Jenny must have lots to talk
about. Don't you worry about them. Mr. No-man and I will
chaperon them!"
The anxious Platonist looked at his eldest daughter who
smiled at him reassuringly, and as Dud and Nancy moved to
the door they saw them sit down side by side. Our friend and
his companion paused in the little hallway. Here was a hang-
ing lamp that Thuella must have lit before retiring into the
kitchen; and here too set up against the wall was a big iron

